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with- each new rabbit that conjurer Khan whipped out of
the back room. That strikes me as a physical impossibility ;
but perhaps something of my astonishment did show in my
face for our host asked me if I would care to see the rest
of the house. Jack was not included in the invitation.
Mr. Khan might be so progressive that he deliberately
introduced his womenfolk to a strange man, but he was not
yet such an abandoned wretch as to permit a stray male to
invade the women's quarters. Not that the visitor would
have seen anything to raise his blood pressure. The small
back room proved to be a combined bedroom and kitchen.
Beside the crude concrete firebox, with holes in it for the
charcoal, was a stone box for holding water. That, as far
as I could see, was the sum of the provisions for cooking,
washing-up, and toilet purposes for however many of the
swarm slept there.
More carpetless stairs, this time of wood, led to the top
floor. Mrs. Mehta acted as guide, to show me the bedroom
occupied by Mr. and Mrs. Khan, while the proud proprietor
stayed below. It was an instance of unexpected delicacy
and tact; for a small chamber projecting from the side of
the building from one wall of the marital bedroom proved
to be the entire sanitary equipment of the house. It was
of the utmost simplicity. There was a hole in the middle
of the concrete floor, with a sheer drop to ground level.
Fortunately that side of the house appeared to be unfre-
quented, though what was done about the problem of dis-
posal from ground level I did not like to ask. For all I
know,' It was not even regarded as a problem.
Mrs. Mehta drew my attention to the view to be had
from the eminence of the third floor.
c< Isn't that a beautiful view ? " she advanced.
u It must be rather exceptional to be able to see so far,"
I replied hastily, feeling rather proud of evading an awkward
question with so little warning.
" Yes> indeed/* said Mrs. Mehta, with great emphasis,